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Maybe. 


Author's Notes: 
Everything in \inverted commas\ is a thought. This was short, | just wrote it quickly but idk | wanted to get 
it out there. Enjoy! 


Izzy Stradlin had known something was wrong all day. He had had this strange nagging feeling that he just 
hadn't been able to shake. So when he woke up screaming and covered in a thin layer of sweat, he guessed he 


wasn't really surprised. He swung his legs over the side of his bed and put his head in his hands, frustrated. 
‘| thought things would be better by now: 


He reached up and pushed a hand through his graying, thinning hair, and then brought his finger over his face, 
over his forming wrinkles, over his expression pained with memories and guilt. He couldn't go back to sleep, he 
was too restless now, so he got a glass of water - and then a cigarette and some beer - and turned on the 
TV to find that a one-hour Guns N' Roses special documentary was playing. He groaned and switched it off. He 
hadn't heard anything about Guns N' Roses in years, and he didn't really want to. He'd been so holed up in his 
own little world, hiding out all these years. He didn't even know where they all were these days. He only hoped 


for them that they were still going strong with the band. 
‘| guess | never really got over it: 


It hurt to admit it to himself. 


Giving up on fighting the past, he went to the back of his closet and fished out a pile of his things, including an 
original Appetite For Destruction record and an old magazine they were on the cover of that he had never 
really had the heart to throw away. He put the record on, and as the familiar blares of Welcome To The 
Jungle filled the room he flipped through to the article on them, the original five of them, and thought back to 


the day everything fell apart. 

"l'm out. I'm sorry, | can't handle this anymore." Izzy had said to Axl, and then he had left. He had run out of 
the studio and never looked back. At first he had stayed in Los Angeles, but then the temptation had been too 
much for him. LA. was a place with drugs and booze at every corner, and that was exactly what he had been 
trying to stay away from - exactly the reason he had quit Guns N' Roses and ditched his friends, which he 
felt guilty about to this day. 


And now, years later, he was back on drugs, smoking again, back to drinking, and feeling shitter than ever. 


The first year or so had been alright. He had travelled around a little, visited some friends and family, and it 
had been fine. Then he had relapsed. Just once, he had thought. Not a big deal, right? 


Wrong. 

That was the day he went into hiding, and that was the last day anybody that knew him ever saw him. 

The exact reason that he left was what was keeping him from going back. He might as well have just stayed in 
the band in the first place. But he kept telling himself he liked being alone. And when you tell yourself 
something often enough, you start to actually believe it, even if you know you don't really. 

‘| was just too young to make it work. Too young to figure it out: 

Izzy gripped the magazine so tightly that his knuckles turned white and he almost tore it in two. He didn't 
realize how long he'd been off on his trip down memory lane until the all-too-familiar guitar intro of Sweet 
Child 0: Mine began playing. Unable to bear it any longer, he had to say something to his band mates. Even if it 
was just to an old picture of them. 

‘I'm sorry." His voice came out raspy and broken as he choked on his words, his vision blurring up. 


‘Don't look back. You can never look back: 


Thinking about Guns N' Roses and all the reckless, carefree fun they used to have, way back at the beginning, 


hurt badly, and he didn't want to think about it. So he put away the record and the magazine and settled back 
into his bed with his beer, trying to focus on anything else. Anything but this. He pushed aside all thoughts of 
Guns N' Roses, of his former friends and band mates, of his past, no matter how hard it was. Because nothing 


has ever come from reminiscing the past, and nothing ever will 


Besides, Izzy was sure they were all doing great. He didn't need to look them up to know that, did he? They 


were all still friends.. all still together.. all still making great music and touring like they used to. 

Meanwhile, spread out in various places across the country, Axl Rose, Saul Hudson, Duff McKagan and Steven 
Adler were all doing their own thing, none of them thinking about any of the others, and none of them wanting 
to. They had ruined the band, been walking disasters until the day Gn'R died. If Izzy knew where they were now, 
it would break his heart. 

Maybe it was best that he didn't know. 

Maybe he was lucky to have been the one to leave first, all those years ago. 


Maybe he wasn't the only one that had regrets, either. 


Maybe. 


